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'Tis not Charixena's a style to-day ;
Now the laws you must needs obey
Under our democratical sway.
I'll run and watch what next you are going to do,
YOUTH. O might I catch, dear gods, my fair alone,

To whom I hasten, flushed with love and wine.
GIRL (reappearing above). That vile old Hag, I nicely cozened

her.

She deems Fm safe within, and off she's gone.
But here's the very lad of whom we spake.
(Singing) This way, this way.

Hither, my soul's delight !
O corne to my arms, my love, my own,
O come to my arms this night.
Dearly I long for my love ;
My bosom is shaken and whirls,
My heart is afire with a wild desire

For my boy with the sunbright curls.
Ah me, what means this strange unrest,
This love which lacerates my breast ?
O God of Love, I cry to thee ;
Be pitiful, be merciful,
And send my love to me.
YOUTH (tinging). Hither, O hither, my love,

This way, this way.
Run, run down from above,
Open the wicket I pray :
Else I shall swoon, I shall die !
Dearly I long for thy charms,
Longing and craving and yearning to lie

In the bliss of fchy snow-soft arms*
O Cypris, why rny bosom stir,
Making me rage and rave for her ?
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